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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Turned out to see the Trooping of the Colours. 
Found it weil worth while. Ceremony especiaily brilliant from the 
presence of so many “ Colonial visitors.” 


ARRAIGNED. 
In spite of the weather, which scarce could be 
More ominous-looking or duller, 
We trooped in our thousands (or less) to see 
Them trooping Her Majesty’s Colour. 
In spite of the weather we plainly found 
The brilliant assemblage sustaining, 
But, though we’d like more of the reign, I’m bound 
To say, we'd like less of the raining. 


I’m glad to say it was obliging enough to clear up in time for the 
toyal Horticultural Society’s Show. Very nice show and the 
Princess charming as usual. Had to leave her though to be as the 
full dress rehearsal ofthe Military Tournament. As I said before— 
splendid show this year. Attended Guy’s Hospital to help H.R.H. 
open the new Medical School there. What the Royal Family and 
others would do without meI do not know, and hesitate to say. 
Dined with all the Ministers and officials in succession, in honour 
of the Queen’s Birthday. Also with the Royal Warrant Holders 
at King’s Hall, Holborn. 


Thursday.—Rather an unique experience to-day. Went over to 
Rome (in a strictly Pickwickian sense) to help my friend the Pope 
and his Cardinal’s canonise a couple of saints. Dined with the 
National Fire Brigade Union. Dined well, and—happy idea—we 
were all pumped on before going home to our ‘“ missuses.”’ 

_ Friday.—Went “ up and down the City Road” with the Prince. 
Visiting the Royal Ophthalmic Hospital of that ilk. Hurried back 
for the four-in-hand meet in Hyde Park and the state concert at 
Buckingham Palace. Dined with the National Bi-metallic League 
in Paris. Don’t understand bi-metallism—got a sort of notion that 
it would be a jolly nuisance and force one to study one’s arithmetic 
all over again—but don’t mind dining with those who do, especially 
if they do it like the “ Paris lot.” 

ON THEIR METAL. 
It may be the only true faith or be 
An ignorant scepticism— 
I’ve only the vaguest idea, you see 
Concerning bi-metallism— 
The League may personify virtue pure, 
Or (maybe) a deadly sinner, 
On only one point am I fairly sure, 
They know how to order a dinner. 
Attended Mr, and Mrs. Blyth’s “‘ At Home” to the Eighty Club. 
Found more than eighty people present. 

Saturday.—Had to be up betimes. Had an appointment in 

Canterbury to help the Prince of Wales, the Dean and Chapter, and 
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the rest of them reopen the Chapter House. Don't quite know 
what a Chapter House is—suppose it’s where they keep the 
‘chapter and verse’ people are always asking for! Came back for 
the Coaching Club meet—best meet they’ve had this long time— 
then away, away for the Derby of France. Had my bit on Palmiste. 
Hooray ! 

Monday.—Spent the morning dressing for the levée at St. James's 
Palace. Spent the afternoon at the levée at St. James's Palace. 
Spent the evening undressing after the levée at St. James’s Palace. 

Tuesday.—Took the Princess of Wales to the Imperial Institute 
to open the Duchess of Albany’s Bazaar in aid of the Deptford 
Fand. Opened it without difficulty, and then hurried along to 
Charing Cross, where the South Eastern Railway Company had a 
new train ready to take us all down to a new boat to take us to 
Boulogne and back—just to show how it can be done in a day. We 
‘did it to rights,”’ and enjoyed ourselves much. 


THERE AND BACK. 


Oh! merrily onward we went 
Away from the stormy Metropolis 
Away, through “ the Garden of Kent,”’ 
From Britain's less fortunate populis, 
And, when by the boat, we had flown 
Anon to the boat we were shown again 
And .hus we were blown to Boo’lown 
And, afterwards, homeward Boulogne again ! 


And were back in time to see the finish of the Cable Chess Tourna- 
ment between the British and American Houses of Parliament. 
tesulted in a drawn battle. Hooray! Rule Britannia! Hail 
Columbia! And may our disputes always end in the same way 
and with the same good feeling says Tue Srorres. 


We Never Mention It. 


On, no, we never mention it !—it makes us very ill, 

It’s worse than Dr. Bolus’s most nauseous draught or pill ; 
So, in our little household, not a single word we'll say 
Abouta certain matter till arrives the very day ! 


Oh, no, we never mention it !—we've had more than enough ; 
The human brain is sometimes apt to “ cut up rather rough,” 
When one thing’s dinned in‘ it till it spins round like a top, 
So we have all concluded that we’ll let the subject drop ! 


Oh, no, we never mention it! so have « little peace 

At home, but ev’rywhere outside the craze seems to increase ; 
There’s not a man, & woman, or a child but starts the thing 

That seems to grasp our tortured ears, and then with vigour wring! 


So, though we never mention it, it stares us in the face ; 
We cannot read a paper but ite features we can trace : 

Of course, it is a matter that is hailed with world-wide glee, 
But still, we never mention it—the Diamoad Jubilee! 


contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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NEY-LENDING Inquiny.—Doan-office Shark: “ You want a loan 2. Tue Princess oF WaLEs’s DinnER Funp.—Destitute Swell: “Tm just I 
l, consider it granted. Inquiry fee, £2 10s.; deduction of first going to look up my old pal, the Lord Mayor. Meet you at the Royal 
terest, £3. Hand over ten shillings, please!” Banquet, dear boy. Ta! ta!” : 
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8. SHOWMAN “Fun”: “ Look on this first picture, Ladies and Gents, $4. Rarp Inqguiry.—This affair has turned out very Harrising for Mr. per 

and you . correct representation of a City Poor-law Guardian accord- Labouchere, who hitherto was considered the great apostle of Truth. He'd aia 
ing to Lobl Look on the next picture, Ladies and Gents, and you sea better have another glance down that well! 

City Poor-law Guardian ac ling to his « wing.” Wo! 
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Lank Holiday. 
By A HampstTeaD HeatH DonkKeEY. 


Ou, listen to my tale of whoa ! 
(Though it is all gee-up ! ’’—alas !) 
Bank Holiday, as you must know, 
Is a great blow to ev'ry ass! 
I would that I could hide my hide, 
For awful ‘‘ hidings ’’ do I get ; 
Though low are those who on me ride, 
They are a striking-looking set ! 


That ’Arry is a dreadful chap!* 
He fills his ugly self with beer, 
Then jumps on me, and starts to tap 
My patient form from head to rear! 
And ’Arriet is quite as bad ; 
She’ll bump about, and squeal, and 
kick, 
And shout to some bludgeon-armed lad— 
“’Ere, mite! jist guv ther moke er 
lick!” 


Bank Holiday is very well 

For all the happy human lot! 
But to me it is hke a hell— 

I know I get it ‘‘ precious hot! "’ 
But now and then a joyous thrill 

My drooping heart will animate! 
It is when some great brute I spill, 
And land my hoofs against his pate ! 





Mr. Labouchere’s 
Apology. 
THAT Labby should apologise, 
Makes simple folks ope wide their eyes, 


And on their ears a trifle grates, 
For Truth he always circulates ! 


“Copper!” 


Magistrate (to prisoner).—‘' The con- 
stable says you’re a terror to the neigh- 
bourhood.’’ 

Prisoner.—‘‘I ain’t sich a terror to 
the neighbourhood as ’e is. You should 
jist see the people up our court run 
when they sees ’im a-comin’!” 


Good at the Game. 


Mrs. Tawker (scanning the morning 
paper).—**Only fancy! Cambridge has 
refused to grant degrees to women. 
How absurd! ”’ 

Her Spouse (who has had some ex- 
perience of *woman’s favourite weapon’). 
—‘Absurd? M’yes. I’d back any 
woman to be as good a ‘ wrangler’ as a 


man,” re sleps 10 


Sam Wellerisms. 


“SHE speaks for herself,’’ as the judge said of Mrs. Weldon. 


‘‘qie's broth of a boy,’’as the King of the Cannibul Islands observed 
when Father O'Flaherty, the new missionary, was made into soup. 


‘‘ The unexpected always happens,’’ as the Chief Official at the 
Meteorological Bureau remarked on a recent occasion when he had 
made three wrong guesses in succession. 


’ 


‘‘ There is a divinity which shapes our ends,”’ as the fox terrier 
soliloquised whea the sporting parson had his ears clipt and his 
tail bitten off. 


‘Overcome evil with good,”’ as the sailor said when he put some 
Navy rum into some West African weter. 


9 


“Help yourself, and your friends will love you,” as the pretty 
girl whispered to the bashful young man under the mistletoe. 

‘“ He’s a harem scaram fellow,” as the flirty Sultana observed 
when the chief eunuch entered the seraglio with a bowstring and a 
sack. 

“I know my scales,’ as the fishmonger said when he was 
Scraping a haces 








SOME ASPECTS OF HOLIDAY MAKING. 


di S¢ 


‘Come along, Aunty! 


en 


We'll catch you.” (As there are gom 


Jump down! 
hat reluctant to adopt 


Aun newh her nephew's advice ) 


“This is a fine stream,”’ as tne Cockney angler remarked when he 
perceived a board bearing the words, ‘‘ No fishing in this river. 
Penalty £5.”’ 

“ Behold the fire of genius,” as the editor exclaimed when he 
threw the spring poem into the flames. 

“JT am an i-deal husband,” as the fellow observed when he 
played whist with his wife, who could give out the cards. 

‘“‘ He's talking Scotch,” as the man’s wife explained when her 
husband had drunk too much whisky. 

“You're begging the question,” as @ rival said to the girl who 
was trying to get a proposal from the catch of the season. 

‘“ He's a crying evil," as the professor remarked of the next door 


baby. 
“You're @ Radical Cure,” as Harry Marks said to Sir Wilfrid 


Lawson. 


A Bad Boy. 


Friend.— Did your boy shine at school, Blogg ? ”’ 
Blogg.—‘‘Oh, yes! He ‘kicked up 4 shine’ all the time he was 


there! ”’ 
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Proud Owner.—* There! 
Wagley.—* Points ? 


The Truth, the Whole 
Truth. 


SIB WILLIAM :— 


Lasby, they have found you out, 
Spoilt the game that you were at ; 
When you come to jeer and flout 
Facts are facts, remember that. 
Don't condemn unless you know ; 
Make your prophecy a cert 
This has been a bitter blow. 
Does it hurt ? 


LABBY :— 


Hurt! Look here, my worthy friend, 
Jests like these are most unfit— 
Really I can not pretend 
To enjoy your clumsy wit— 
Does it hurt! You must allow 
Blows like these would make you 
shout— 
You should know, for you've ere now 
Been found out. 


Why, I had it cut and dried ; 

Witnesses, I thought, in crowds— 
But, of course, they must have lied, 

All their facts were in the clouds. 
Why, I thought that I had got 

Hold of what you'd call a “' cert ’’— 
Victim of a — plot ! 

oes it hurt! 











There are no points in a circle, old man! 


Why, I came prepared to swear, 
Worse than that I came and swore— 
But, I solemnly declare, 
Nevermore, Sir, nevermore ! 
Oh, to think that I’ve been had, 
I, so spry and so alert, 
Makes me feel uncommon bad— 


Does it hurt! I say, you know, 

You might spare that nasty sneer— 
Much to me, my friend, you owe, 

And your scorn may cost you dear. 
Leaders come, and leaders go, 

And with Fortune you must flirt— 
Why then treat your Labby so ?— 


Did it hurt, my unctious chum, 
When from Derby you were sent ? 
Did not you feel rather glum, 
And of “‘ temperance "’ repent ? 
How would you have liked a man, 
To have cried in avcents curt, 
When he saw your ruined plan, 


Did it hurt when Gladstone dropped 
Suddenly from out the race ? 

Or when Master Primrose popped 
In his grand old leader's place ? 
When the prize was fairly snatched 
By that clever youngster’s spurt, 

You were once again out-matched 
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There’s a dog for anyone who understands points 
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Does it hurt! 
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Well, yes, it stings 
Till I wriggle with the pain! 
I shall play with many things 
Ere I play with Truth again. 
Truth? I thought it Truth, you know, 
But ’twas False, ’tis sad to tell ; 
Such Truth in future, Sir, may go 
To her—well. 


Does it hurt! 





Does it hurt! 


** Does it hurt? ”’ == 


Mrs. 


Did it hurt? 





Finance. 


Ir is to be hoped that Sir J. B. Maple 
and Mr. Lipton, the generous donors 
respectively of £100,000 to the Middle- 
sex Hospital and £25,000 to the Prin- 
cess of Wales’ Jubilee Feed Fund, as also 
everyone else who has contributed to 
the various charitable affairs now cur- 
rent, will survive twelve months, other- 
wise all these gifts will have to be 
reckoned as part of their estates, upon 
which the Government will exact Estate 
Duty to a@ very appreciable amount. 
Happy for sorrowful relatives, isn’t it ? 





Misse 
Henpeckt. — ‘* You're getting 
frightfully bald, John. Why don’t you 
wear & Wig 
Mr. H.—“It wouldn't be like real 
hair, my dear.” 
Mrs. H.—* No; but it would be some- 
thing to pull!”’ 
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TRUTH, 


HARCOURT TO LABBY.—“ SORRY, 


























DOES IT HURT?” 


YD OUT. 


* 
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LABBY, BUT YOU’VE BEEN FOU 


(For Cartoon Verses, see page 205 ) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 13.—* BORROWED PLUMES.” 


The wretched Ermyntrude had sold all my clothes to a passing 
rag man for a few paltry vases and ferns. I does not help matters 
much to know that Amelia has at last seen the desirability of part- 
ing with this treasure, and has sternly ordered her to pack her box. 
She goes to-morrow, if my wet clothes come home in time, and I 
can pay her wages. Unfortunately, in one of those pockets reposes 
my puree. 

Without 
. _- clothes or money 
I cut a pitiable 

_~ figure. 
I go scudding 
Z; | off to the kit- 
@;| chen or bed 

/ room at the 
mere suspicion 
of a knock at the 
street door, fear- 
ful that it 
should be a 
friendly call. 
Amelia says 
nothing, but sits 
gazing at me. 
I dare not say, 
“A penny for 
your thoughts, 
my dear.” It 
would be danger- 
ous. 

The hall-keep- 
er has sevt to 
say he must have 
the clothes back 
to-night. They 
are wanted for 
the performance. 
I told the mes- 
senger they should only be torn from my dead body. He looked 
amused and said, * Well, sir! It's a saucy rig-out, and suits you 
remarkable. I'll tell’Opkins. Perhaps he'd let yer ave ‘em cheap. 
Say, « couple of sovs. (iosinuatingly) if he chucks in an odd wig or 
two to complete the costume.”’ 


I refused this generous offer, and he departs somewhat noisily, 
saying :— 

‘’Opkins ain't a man what's played with twice." 

Amelia wanted to send for the police, but I begged her not to do 
so. Fancy having to appear in a police court in my present attire, 
and goodness only knows when I shal! be decently clothed again. 


After he had gone, I was seized with a brilliant inspiration, but, 
alas! it was too late. I might have detained this man and 
borrowed his clothes for a short time till I could have secured some 
of my own. 

But was it too late? I shouted to Ermyntrude to fly after him, 
and at any cost to bring him back again. 

Ermyntrude, being under “ warning,” is sulky, and says— 

“T ain't a going to run after no young man. What would my 
cousin, the milkman, say?” 

I explained that I have no wish for her to humiliate herself on 
my behalf. ‘ But,"’ I perorated, ‘ wretched girl! you have robbed 
me of my exterior self, and I command you to go at once after 
this man; and make some reparation for the evil you have done.” 

‘‘ Well, I ain't agoin’, see! ’’ she returned, ‘‘ Yer wants to do the 
poor chap out of his clothes, and make me act cessery after the 
fact. I might borrow father’s Sunday suit; only as I've got 
warning, I shan’t!” 

Borrow her father's Sunday suit. The very thing. He did not 
live far away. Would she do it? It was a delicate matter, and 
not to be approached with undue haste. 

“* My dear child,” I said, ‘‘ we have been perhaps a little hasty in 
thus dismissing you from our service, you have served us faithfully 
and well for nearly three months, and I think we might be induced 
to reconsider our decision, and reinstate you."’ 

“TI don't know what you mean by yer fine words,” she said, 
“but this is what J mean: Is it me and father’s clothes? or a 
week's warning and yer Buffalo Bill suit?” 

It was demoralising to thus barter with a menial, but “ necessity 
knows no law," and I said, with as dignified a manner as I could— 





~~, vemaery C 


“Tg sr me? on YER Brrra.o BILL suit?” 


‘“‘ Maiden, you are received once more into favour! Fly for the 


parental robes, and his guerdon shall consist of the broad pieces of 


the realm ; or, in other words,” I continued, hastily (seeing that 
she looked somewhat mystified and was about to make a saucy 
retort), ‘‘’tis you and father’s clothes.”’ 

“Til go and get ‘em,” said Ermyntrude, joyfully. “I know 
father doesn’t put them away till Thursday, so it will be all right.” 

I thought our domestic’s father must be a very careless man 
not to put his Sunday clothes away before Thursday, and said as 
much to Ermyntrude, but she only laughed, and departed on her 
errand, saying— 

‘“ Father always takes ‘em round to wncle on Thursday.” 

It was not long before she returned, bringing back ‘he coveted 
apparel. 

“ Father's out,” she said, ‘ but it’s all right; he won’t mind, if 
you don’t go swimming in them.” 

I tore the parcel from her grasp and rushed to my room. 

I had nothing more to do but to go proudly forth to my tailor, 
and order what I wanted. I would face the whole world now. Sans 
peur et sans reproche. 

It was late, but I determined to goat once. On the way I passed 
several of my neighbours and friends, but they did not recognise 
me, and I went joyfully along to ‘“‘Snippums.” Jf he had been 
open, what a world of sorrow I had been spared—but let me tell the 
story. 

For a quarter of an hour I rang at his wretched bell, and then 
sorrowfully wended my way back again. 

I passed a gaily-decorated and lighted public-house, and feeling 
faint efter my exhausting disappointmeuts, I ventured in (would 
that I had remembered a former similar experience and refrained). 

The place was filled with people, and the atmosphere heavy with 
conversation. 

There was an instant’s silence, as I went towards the bar, and 
then someone said— 

‘He fancies himself in his new clothes, don’t ’e,’”’ and everybody 
laughed. 

I thought it 
best not to take 
any notice, and 
quietly sipped 
the decoction I 
had called for. I 
was, however, 
much annoyed by 
the attention of 
one of the men 
standing near 
me. 

He was surrep- 
titiously examin- 
ing my clothes 
with the greatest 
attention, and, 
as I turned to go. 
laid a heavy hand 
on my shoulder and said— 

‘“Where did you get them things ?”’ 

‘‘ How dare you, fellow,”’ I said, ‘‘ let me pass!”’ 

‘You don’t bluff me,” he returned, ‘‘ you've got my togs on. 
‘I'll swear to them by that grease spot under the collar. Where 
did you get ’em from, eh?”’ 

I looked at the man in horror. I had seen that receding chin, 
those staring, vacant eyes, before.’ But where? Yes! on the 
shoulders of our domestic. Jt was Ermyntrude’s father. 





P nner hi . 


‘* LAID A HEAVY HAND ON MY SHOULDEI 


“Fun’s” Filosophy. 
EVERYTHING is good enough for the man who never complains. 


National characteristics die out very slowly, and even in this 
enlightened era there is no better way of getting rid of a beggar 
than to say, ‘‘ Dinna fash yersel’, mon; I’ve nae bawbees to thra’ 
awa’ ! ” 


I never could understand why a sick man should be called a 
patient,” for, with very few exceptions, a man who is not well is 
the most im-patient animal breathing. 


I have come to the conclusion, after many years’ consideration, 
that, as a rule, those who complain most of this world are the 
least fitted to go to any other. 


It is no longer of any use to throw physic (or anything else for 
that matter) to the dogs, as their muzzles prevent them picking 
it up. 
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Queenie at the Globe on Monday after- 
noon was of the usual matinée calibre—all 
“bore.” Icis an old play rehashed, and the 
hash wasn’t savoury. It was all more than 
usually poor, and deserves no further com- 
ment. 


The new National ballet at the Alhambra, 
Victoria and Merrie England, would be 
national if it dealt with more important 

— things in our history, and it would be a ballet 
if there were more dancing. Itis not called a series of tableaux 
vivants, so that, naturally, is exactly what it is. It is a very beauti- 
ful and gorgeous production and reflects great credit on everybody 
concerned. Sir Arthur Sullivan’s music is delicious, albeit it can 
hardly be described as an ideal ballet score. Many of the melodies 
are very delightful, and the orchestration is lovely all through. 


GOSSAMER, 


The Empire management will give a grand matinée (with a 
special programme) on Tuesday, June 22nd; this will enable many 
of the visitors to the Metropolis for the Jubilee festivities to witness 
the grand ballet, ‘‘ Monte Cristo,” with a selected and varied 
entertainment. 


A special morning performance of Tie County Fair will be given 
at the Princess’s Theatre on Whit Monday, June 7th, at 2-30. 


As the Jubilee procession on the 22nd inst. will be all over by 
1 o’clock, and there will, doubtless, be thousands wandering about 
the streets of London waiting for the illuminations. Mr. Brickwell, 
of the Garrick Theatre, has decided to give an afternoon per- 
formance of My Friend the Prince on that day at 4 p.m., 
terminating about 6 p.m. 


Mr. Brickwell, who will at that time have An Jrish Gentleman 
in full swing at the Globe Theatre, will give a performance of that 
piece at the same hour. 


For real, practical, utility, and exciting deep admiration of the 
constructive ability of man let me impartially commend the result 
of the band of scientific workers in the cause of alleviating the 
sufferings of humanity and retarding, and at times rendering 
innocuous, the implacable scourge of fire, of which a recent and 
horrible instance is the conflagration in Paris. A mineral product, 
found in all countries, and over which the all-devouring element, 
fire, has no power whatever, is woven into cloth, and plaited into 
ropes, pulverised and made into paint, in all the usual colours and 
indistinguishable therefrom, and pulped into a substance resembling 
thick paper or cardboard for decorative purposes in our homes and 
public buildings Such strides have been made with this product of 
Nature that it will soon be an accomplished fact that a non-inflam- 
mable dwelling can be constructed. You will, of course, be dying 
to know the name of this Salamanderish commodity, and I will at 
once inform you that it is ‘‘ Asbestos.” You will say, ‘‘I know that.” 
Hitherto you have only seen it used in a gas-stove for heating pur- 
poses. Now you can have clothing made of it by the United 
Asbestos Company Limited. They gave an exhibition of their 
prowess and skill with Asbestic material at St. James’ Hall, Picca- 
dilly, on the 31st ult. The best Asbestos is found in Italy and 
Canada; it is worked up by the Company at Harefield, near 
London, A splendid exemplification of the fire-resisting efficiency 
of Asbestos was demonstrated at Manchester, when the Queen’s 
Theatre was burnt down. The curtain was made of Asbestos, 
and it came through the ordeal in complete integrity, saving 
the stage and effects. A portion of that curtain was 
xhibited | The only difference between that 


hibited by this ompany. 
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and other asbestos cloth was its colour. Yor firemen it is the suit 
par excellence. Anyone can examine these new developments at the 
show-rooms, 158-160, Charing Cross Road, W.C. 
decorative purposes is artistically beautiful. This paragraph is not 
written as a puff or advertisement, as I have no interest in the 
company of any kind, but from genuine appreciation of the work I 
saw. I hope the efforts of the company will be as successful 
financially as they are in all practicableness. 


the Great Eastern district had their annual outing on the Ist inst. 
They assembled early at Liverpool Street Station, and journeyed to 
Broxbourne in saloon carriages, kindly placed at their disposal by 
the manager of the G. E.R. The Crown Hotel did the catering in 
a capital manner. Numerous diversions, such as boating, driving, 
and cricket, were indulged in during the day. The toast list was of 
the conventional kind, and commenced with the Queen’s health, 
proposed by Mr. Dear (the superintendent of the district), who acted 
as chairman. Mr. Vincent, of Euston, followed with ‘“‘ The Firm,” 
responded to by Mr. Dear. The directors and officials of the 
G. E. R. were similarly noticed by the chairman, and replied to by 
Mr. Jackson, the» Liverpool Street stationmaster. Mr. Govier (of 
Broad Street) was very eulogistic in his toast of “The Chairman,” 
who duly replied. Mr. Dear then remembered his assistants in 
felicitous terms, which Mr. Cooke (of Ipswich) neatly acknow- 
ledged. Mr. Smellie (of Dalston) proposed ‘ The Visiting Clerks," 
and Mr. Jones (of Charing Cross) spoke for them. Mr. Burt (of 
Liverpool Street), the vice-chairman, followed with “ The Visitors,’ 
and we must say that he was unremitting in his attentions to 
the comfort and enjoyment of everyone present 
ing Messrs. Owen, Govier, Howse, Smellie, Martin, and others 
contributed some excellent songs. 


gratulate the (jueen on her Jubilee, while discontented with the 
Goverament, would be “ abject hypocrisy."’—Jlress. } 


Expensive. 
Wife.—* When will it be our tin-wedding, Alfred ? 
Husband.—“ It’s been our tin-wedding all along; I've done 
nothing but hand you out ‘ tin’!” 





he work for 


The managers of Messrs. W. H. Smith and Sons’ bookstalls in 


’ 


During the even- 


The Dublin Twenty-Two. 


(The Dubin Town Council decided, by 22 votes to 11, that to con- 


In spite of varying views and creeds, 
We fancied that sincere 

And cordial congratulations needs 
Must reach our Queen this year 

From all degrees and ranks of men 
Our whole wide empire through. 

Alas, we erred! We wist not then 
Of the Dublin Twenty-two | 


These owls, because they've writhed and chafed 
Beneath a firm régime, 

Because their isle was not vouchsafed 
The great Gladstonian scheme— 

Have, in their patriot pride, decreed 
That, faix, twould never do 

To give their Sovereign Dame ‘ God-speed ! "’ 
Oh, valiant Twenty-two ! 


We fear that, ere the Jubilee, 
There’s scarcely tims enough 
To re-arrange the ‘“‘ powers that be”’ 
To suit these grumblers gruff. 
So pray we that our Queen won't fail 
To win the ordeal through, 
Though she lacks (good lack!) the *‘ Hail! all hail!’ 


' 


Of the Dublin Twenty-two! 


Stoney-Broke. 


THERE are breakers ahead, for the brokers are in, 
With their faces of ‘‘ brass,’’ and a summons for “‘ tin.” 
They will seize all my goods, and I’m no longer gay, 
For the outlook’s so black it will make me turn gray! 
I've no gold or no silver the wretches to pay, 

And I can’t get a “copper” to send them away! 

I am down in the world—to an atticI dart. . 

What a picture I see! all my goods in a cart(e)! 


— 
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219 FUN. 


JUNE 8, 1897. 
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A MOVING SIGHT. 


to as ‘ Flora.’ ’—Vide Press. 


Raid”: 
to us the saying brings— 


bottom of all things!” 


The Raid Inquiry. 


[* Miss Frora SHaw, @ correspondent 
of the Times, next gave evidence. She 
explained with composure and fluency 
the telegrams in which she was referred 


Miss Frora SHAW was not at all afraid 
To be called as a witness re ‘“* The 
She ‘*‘ moves with the Times,”’ and home 


‘“There’s Shaw to be & woman at the 








Economy. 





nurse ?”’ 


down for him! ”’ 


en . — —_ 


Mr. Skinflint.—‘‘Is it a boy or girl, 


| 

| Nurse.—“ It’s a lovely little girl, sir.” 
| Mr. 8. (grumblingly).—** Hang it! 

| wanted a boy, then, in years to come, 
| my old clothes could have been cut 


I 








cakes.”’ 


ostrich, but it refused it!’ 





Hard to Swallow. 


Husband.—“ Excuse me, dear, 
your cakes are not like my mother’s 


but 


Wife (savagely).—* No, they’re not. 
I once took a piece of one your mother’s 
cakes to the Zoo, and offered it to the 

















Impertinent Paragraphs. 
By THE “ ENFANT TERRIBLE.”’ 


THE greatest fun provided by the Jubilee so far is provided, of 
course, by the Irishmen. The idea of publishing a national 
protest against the public rejoicings and applying for sixty-three 
free seats to see all that is going on is one that could only have 
occurred to the lively imagination of the versatile Celt. 

# # * 

After this you must not be surprised if the German Emperor, 
protesting against British interference in the Transvaal, sneaks a 
regiment or two Teutons disguised as commercial travellers 
through Delagoa Bay into Krugerland, and quietly annexes the 


country. 
x * * 


Admiral Harris has shown us the black spots beneath the Greece, 
and exposes as nice a little mass of deceit and underhand scheming 
on the part of the Hellenes as the soul of man could desire. The 
Greek, it seems, has no sense of straightforward dealing; he 
cannot stand straight up; he leans on a tricky rod of falsehood and 
conspiracy. 

. a * 


The Jubilee evictions are going on splendidly; it will be one of 
the brightest memories in the brains of many of Her Majesty’s 
subjects that in the great year of the Record Reign there were 

eople thrown out of their homes to put money into the purses of 
jubilee speculators. What a blessed memory to retain of this 
year of national rejoicing. 

* * 


The Jubilee “stamp”: The stamp of rage of the evicted. 


I wonder what the Wild Birds Protection Society thinks of the 
statement of a well-known caterer, that he has ready for Jubilee 
Day 20,000 larks and 20,000 quails in aspic. 
may well make the poor birds “ quail.” 


* * * 


“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 75.) 


Oh My, WHat Can THE Matter Be ? 
Oh my, what can the matter be ? 
Johnny’s come back from the fair— 
He's bought reputations—all going cheap, 
“ Shop-soiled,” last season’s wear. 
He’s brought back a piece of bonnie Blue Ribbon 
From the wreck of a Temperance tope, 
He’s brought back the sh-eds of a Royal Commission 
That tried to enlarge its scope. 


Oh my, what can the matter be ? 
Johnny’s come back from the fair— 

He’s brought back a piece of pulverised pulp; 
He said it was once Labouchere. 

He’s brought back a piece of real Truthful evidence— 
Warranted too much for Brooks, 

But not quite of the kind to shut up Dr. Harris, 
Who’s too broth of a bhoy for the Radical cooks. 


Oh my, what can the matter be ? 
Johnny’s come back from the fair— 
With all that remains of the famous Sir William— 
“ A rag and a bone and a hank of hair.” 
He says that brave Harcourt faltered and died 
As Labby left all in the lurch, 
And nothing was left to the Radical rump, 
Save the *“‘ Veto” and “ Down with the Church.” 


The Jubilee “‘larks ”’ 
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CUSTARD 


POWDER.; 


Knhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


adbur 


cocoa 


“Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


—Famity DocTor 
NO ALKALIES USED 


yo |X 


ESTABLISHED 1924 


P The most reliable p 


Platinoid, &c. id every where. 
Scls Manufacturers : 


eedham’s 
Polishing 
Paste. 


tion tor Oleanitis 


and Brilliantly polishing Brass, Copper. fin, Britannia Mcte! 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD 


London Office : St. George's Houss. Hastebea; 
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